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This is just a little "What if?" story focusing on Saturos and 
Menardi during their journey to Vale- 


Along the way, they discover their shared passion, allowing 
it to consume them as flame does to all in its path. 


Stoking Their Fire 


They'd been cast from Prox suddenly, or so it seemed. 
Though Saturos and Menardi knew their purpose well, it still 
seemed unreal to them. There they were, tasked with 
restoring Alchemy to Weyard. Both knew it was the last hope 
for saving their dying homeland, but it stung all the same. 
The threat of failure hung on their heads, ready to beat them 
down if they let it. 


However, both thought themselves better than such worry. 
While some anxiety remained, they knew it was for the 
greater good. And so, the pair set out for Vale, a villiage 
adjacent to the hallowed Sol Scantum. Its promise of 
restored power fueled them through their reaching journey. 
Along they way, they encountered countless beasts, ready 
for battle. 


It'd taken a while to adjust to, but the pair were eager for 
such challenge. Everything seemed so different than it was 
in Prox; There was so much to account for and experience. 
The world was full of wonder, a strange, thrilling sort of 
mystique. Though they were glad to feel it, they also felt 
rather homesick. Prox was a land of rituals, made to survive 
its harsh, frigid environment. 


Being out in the wilderness didn't afford them such luxuries, 
but they made do. As they journeyed through ever shifting 
regions, they discovered much about the world. Weyard was 
a much vaster scope than either of them could ever imagine. 
It thrived with jungles, plains, deserts and everything else 
inbetween. 


Though they'd been briefed on its features, neither could 
truly prepare for what they'd encounter. Many times, they 


camped out in the wilderness, with only the elements to 
account for. Sometimes, they felt the night's chill against 
their skin, evocative of Prox's cold, still scope. As familiar as 
it was, the pair huddled together, well aware it was an 
illusion. 


This wasn't their homeland anymore, and served as a 
bittersweet reminder. They had a purpose to fulfill, one 
which carried Prox's well being with it. It rested heavy on 
their hearts, lingering in their minds. But for now, all Saturos 
and Menardi could do was keep going forward. They weren't 
sure when Vale would be within reach, only that its promise 
would be soon clear. 


Once they finally arrived there, they'd fufill their duty and 
return home. Only after their arrival would Prox send others 
to accompany them. But for now, they only had each other 
to stave off the elements. As they lay close to one another in 
night's cloak, something rose between them. It was more 
than the heat of the other's skin, something grander. 


Every since they'd started their journey, Saturos and 
Menardi weren't sure how to feel about the other. They'd 
met before in Prox, via the elders’ training courses. Only the 
best and brighest warriors would be chosen, after all. 
However, both couldn't deny the other's innate appeal. They 
seemed like a "perfect" pair, made to be the envy of such 
fighting spirits. 


Both were at the peak of physical fitness, and possessed fine 
faces. But more than that were their own personas, how they 
illuminated their forms. They seemed to compliment each 
other "perfectly" throughout their journey. Saturos served as 
the operation's mind, influencing others with his words. 
Meanwhile, Menardi served its muscle, possessing a honed 
mental and physical strength. 


Though she was of sound mind as well, she couldn't help but 
fall under his spell. There was just something about his 
confidence and quick reflexes. In turn, Saturos felt the same 
for her, captivated by her vibrant, assertive nature. Given 
their close quarters, it stood to reason that lust would come. 
That very night offered them their first taste of its innate 
pleasures. 


Both lay in a soft patch of grass then, having chosen a 
meadow for their camp then. They'd had a busy day 
exploring, leaving them a bit weary. However, as the night's 
cool breeze came, so did that familiar chill. By instinct, they 
got closer under a quilt to share their warmth. As Menardi 
brushed against Saturos, her hand dropped below, its 
fingers against his thigh. 


She hadn't quite meant it then, for she was too caught up in 
other thoughts. However, it just felt "right" to her, achingly 
intimate in its scope. She peered at him, seeking out his 
thoughts on the matter. As their eyes met, a shared gleam 
rose in their crimson depths. It spoke of release, unleashing 
what they'd held back for so long. 


Without thinking, Menardi moved her hand, brushing it 
against his own. As she realized what she'd done, Saturos 
grasped it, locking them together. All was achingly still then, 
as if nature urged them further. Both could feel their hearts 
racing now, captive to their desires. They'd grown warm 
beneath their quilt, their skin begging to be caressed. 


It was then Saturos shot her a lurid, knowing smile. There 
was no keed for words then, just the thrill of anticipation and 
desire. That lustful fog saturated their space then, urging 
them further. Within moments, they were against each 
other, locked into an aching kiss. Saturos ran his fingers 
against her hair, enthralled by its smooth, soft lengths. 


In turn, Menardi's hands roamed along his back, her nails 
digging into the flesh below. There was only so much they 
could sense while still clothed; Aware of that limitation, they 
pulled back, their gazes questioning. There was no turning 
back now, they'd either give into desire or retreat. 


With that in mind, they pushed the quilt aside to expose 
themselves. Even in the still, cool scope of night, their desire 
heated up the darkness. All that seemed to exist was 
themselves, driven by a shared passion. Piece by piece, they 
disrobed, revealing their spry, toned forms. Both had been 
truly made for the other, taunting them further. 


Menardi's coral skin gleamed in the moonlight, accentuating 
her full curves. In turn, Saturos was made to be clung onto, 
his muscles firm, yet yielding. Unable to resist the other's 
allure, they collapsed onto the ground, grasping at one 
another. As they kissed again, both took advantage of their 
now bare bodies. They pawed at each other, coaxing their 
pleasure forth. 


All of their clan's training couldn't have prepared them for 
how intense it felt; Much like their experiences outside of 
Prox, it was at once strange and thrilling. Both had felt 
sensual pleasure in the arms others before, but it paled in 
comparison to what they felt now. Truly, they felt "perfect" 
together, made to move as one being. All they wanted to do 
was make the other burst, to cry out their name in worship. 


They broke apart for air, dazed by their newfound desire. As 
they gazed at one another, they still longed for the other's 
form. It was then that their shared demand took root: 
Saturos lay down on his back, inviting her to get atop him in 
reverse. Menardi obliged with ease, facing his cock within 
moments. In turn, he gazed up to her slit, admiring its pale, 
full petals. 


Once they'd gotten comfortable, they began to explore each 
other fully. They caressed the other's hottest spots, stoking 
their shared flame to frenzy. Saturos lapped at her slit, its 
heat quickly spilling onto his lips. His was a keen touch, 
running along her slick folds and now tender clit. Every 
motion felt electric, joining them deeper in heated bliss. 


As he buried his tongue within her, she praised the Wise 
One above for such sensation. Such was her pleasure that 
Menardi only pumped at his cock absentmindedly; Though 
he didn't seem fazed, she knew she could do better for him. 
After all, she'd wanted Saturos to feel as she did, in all its 
intensity. As he moved his tongue within her, she dropped 
down to suck his cock's tip. 


It filled her mouth with its heat, causing her to moan against 
it. It was primally satisfying to feel, urging her to take more 
of him in. Menardi eased onto his length, savoring how thick 
and hot it felt. All merely dripped into her mounting bliss, 
that which made her grow warm and faint. As she sucked on 
his cock, she worked on its length with her palms; With 
every twitch she felt, it only got hotter and harder. 


In turn, Saturos was starting to lose his focus, faced with his 
own pleasure. It was all he could do to hold off then; Her 
scent and sweet taste only drove him even more wild. 
Determined to please her fully, he pulled back and tapped 
on her rear. Menardi glanced back, slipping his cock out of 
her mouth. As he gazed upon her gleaming lips, he voiced 
his desire on shaky breath. 


Glad to oblige that shared need, she got off of him within 
moments. She soon took his place on the ground, lying flat 
on her back. As Menardi peered up to him, it was her time to 
plead forth. Her legs were spead open, revealing her 


dripping slit once more. Saturos obeyed instantly, eager to 
indulge their dual pleasure. 


As he got on top of her, his cock rubbed against her slit. 
That hint of pressure against her clit was more than she 
could bear. Menardi pleaded once more, causing him to sink 
himself into her depths. As they lay as one flesh then, the 
night's breeze ran along their bodies. Even its chill couldn't 
cut their rising heat, as stoked from within themselves. 


All was so primally thrilling then, as if performing for the 
Wise One itself. Lost to the very thought, Saturos began to 
move within her. From his perspective, she was absolutely 
glorious then; Her pale flesh glistened in the moonlight, 
accentuating her soft, full curves. In turn, scarlet eyes 
sparkled like livid flame with every deep thrust within. 


They urged him forth, even if their owner couldn't speak 
then. At that point, Menardi was at a loss for words. Pure 
emotion powered her being, yearning for her lover's touch. 
She reached for Saturos’ right hand, forcing them even 
closer. With a cocky, lurid grin below, he picked up his pace, 
grinding against her most heated flesh. 


His free hand dropped below, where he circled her clit in 
time to his thrusts. Her inner flame felt ready to burst then, 
consuming both in its wake. Menardi peered up once more, 
only to see that same bright, wanting gleam in his eyes. In 
turn, she grew achingly aware of his hot, pulsing cock. It 
rested deep within her now, heavy against her center. 


With every thrust he took, his length only dragged against 
Slick flesh. The feeling was enough to make her grow faint, 
begging for release. Menardi sensed he was close as well, for 
his breath was now labored. Saturos had turned into a 


ragged mess then, so unlike his typically refined self. The 
sight mesmerized her so, like he was a being of pure lust. 


As she moaned and called his name, she felt him pull his 
hands away. Before she could question it, Saturos was 
against her, his hands upon her cheeks. Their eyes locked, 
their crimson depths burning like mystic flame now. They fell 
into a feverish kiss while Saturos continued to move within 
her. As her hands met his back, they felt truly joined as one 
then. 


Though they bucked against one another, neither was 
prepared for what would soon come. All couldn't last then, 
no matter how much both willed it. In an instant, both 
peaked against each other. Such was their shared flame that 
both felt "reborn" then; Both felt weightlesss then, as 
though they'd transended into pure energy. Despite that, 
they truly felt as one being then, made to feed into one 
another. 


Once they'd eased off of their bursting climax, Saturos 
pulled out of Menardi; As he sat beside her again, she fell 
against his chest. All was just as it'd been before, with only 
the night's cloak against them. However, their "seal" had 
broken then, reflecting their greater goal for Weyard. They 
were unsure if Alchemy could work as their desire had then. 


But if could offer them such pleasure as they'd felt tonight, 
it'd all be worth it. As both fell into slumber, they remained 
close together. The cool breeze swept on, sending its caress 
along their skin. In turn, the darkness grew more intense, 
Shielding their still bare forms. All they possessed was one 
another to stave off the elements, and that was all they 
needed now. 


